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Should be on your shoes,
because—

The Foster Friction Plug not only
makes them wear longer, but stands
between you and dangerous, slip-
pery sidewalks — you simply can't
slip—makes each step sure.

Thousands of people are wearing
Cat's Paw Heels today who tried
other kinds first.

No holes to track mud and dirt.

The little “click™ of the Foster Fric-
tion Plug takes you out of the “gum
shoe” class,

Do you have weak arches?
Then you need the Foster
Orthopedic Heel which
gives that extra support
where needed. Especially
valuable to policemen, mo-
tormen, conductors, floor
wilkers and all who are on
their feet a great deal. The
attached at your dealer's—
or sent postpaid upon re-
celpt of 5lc, and outline of
your heel.

They cost no more than the ordinary kind
—and they are easy to find—all dealers —
50 cents attached—black or tan,

l:usnmn HEEL

Get a pair today. 7. 28 |
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THE FOSTER RUBBER CO.  LilaMhkllJo)

105 Federal Street, Boston, Mass.

Originators and Patentses of the Foster
Friction Plug which prevents slipping.

Terms as low as $1.00 down and $1.50 per month. Mandolin oz
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—1i{H} pages—=ii ill able information for player and Free BODIC
teacher. Also Free Lred to Practice,” Exclusive features make Gibson instru-
ments unegualed: I-l r||dl varius arching—selentife groduation from Lluck center to
thinness at rim, ing strength—sensitiveness—iree vibration of entire sounding
board. Tilie i lu-('l. permits high bridge with extension string holder, sccuring
ine rpsmml atrmg sressure and bigness of tone never before reg ., Relnforced mon-
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Big Money Teaching and Selling the Gibson
Become a teacher—we show you how, Splendid opportunities for mandolin
and 51;11..: e 2 in eve ocality, hnl private and class in-
struction, and the gal The Gibson has ' made " many a teacher,
pmh-sdlundlls and fnancially. A. Templeton, Sioux City, Iowa, writes:
f it were not for the Gibson I unll'lnl not a teacher, | consider that you
started me in business, l* Maralmll Dl." Flint, Mk.ll writes: * I have sold
F1U00 worth of s last vear." The Gibson in uned and endorsed
B, L. star sololst for Victor Talking Mo~
become our agent, do bosiness en eur
nt's territory protected. You
..[y tor goods when sold: return
tolog nnd Thematle list free.
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chief will not be let in on it—it's far too
good for an engineer. That's the kind of
honorable men you are working for.”
Hoffman puffed out indignation. *“I rep-
resent,” he went on, his voice smooth
again, “a group of gentlemen, some of
them stoekholders in this road,—men
from whom you really draw your pay,—
who are interested in this country and
want to see it go ahead; men who
don't want to hog all the profits.
These men know of you and appreciate
what you have done up here.” He hur-
ried to cover this last sentence; his listen-
er's incredulous smile told him that he had
overshot. “If you will help my people
sidetrack the dishonest intention of that
syvndicate, you will be handsomely re-
warded.,”

Franeis started to rise, but this time
troubled doubt had displaced anger. He
wanted to get quickly from the room and
his smoothly talking host.

“Just a moment,” Hoffman waved a fat
hand. “What they ask is done every day
in business; it is absolutely legal. I
would be the last person to ask a yvoung
man to do anything wrong. I merely
want you to tell me—to show me that
report.  In econsideration of your ser-
vices,"—here he reached into his pocket,
—“T am to hand this over to you.”

Thornton blinked. “Twenty thousand
dollars!™ he gasped.

“Twenty  thousand,” answered the
smooth Hoffman. “And you will notice
this eheck is certitied and drawn to the
order of cash.”

Francis was too blinded to see the
hard glitter that had come into the art-
less eves watehing intently his frightened
face,

“Just figure what that sum represents,”
the fat man urged gently.

“T ean't do what you wish!” Francis
cried out the words, and turned toward
the door.

“Wait a moment longer.” Hoffman’s
tone was oily, persuasive. “You ean hold
the check as seeurity and I'll eash it for
you after the business is settled. Your
signature need not appear.”

“I tell you, no!” Franeis'
hoarse.

“It's ten long years of work at your
salary.,”

“1 ean not consider the proposition.”
The boy's face was white, drawn.

“Some of my people are stockholders in
yvour road,” Hoffman persisted gently,
and pushed the check across the table.

Francis tried not o see it.

“How do you know they won't change
the line after you people buy up the
land?" he asked, hoping to end the temp-
tation,

“We ean prevent that after the directors
have once vated,” Hoffman said decisive-
ly. *“Come, now, my young friend, act
as any experienced business man in your
place would. Close with me.”

“What, to-night—now?" The words
came in a whispeor,

“Clortainly, the sooner 1 turn this
twenty thousand dollars"—Hoffman dwelt
on the sum—"over to you, the better.”

“Will—will to-morrow do?” As Fran-
cis dragged out the question his face went
from white to red.

“Ye-e5,” answered Hoffman, hesitating,
“if 1 have the information early.”

“T'll give you my answer before break-

voice was

fast.” Sweat stood thick on the hoy's
forehead. He hurried to the door. He
was half out of the room when Hoffman,
hoping to clineh his persuasions, called
after him:

“This  twenty thousand will make

things pretty snug down in Virginia for
vour mother.”

His mother! Francis came to a dead
stop. He went back to Hoffman.

“I've decided to give you my answer
now,” he said, his voice steady.

“Good! Good!” Hoffman rubbed his
fat hands together.

“I will not tell you which line my report
recommends.”

Each word came slowly, distinetly.

The round eyes of the fat man stared.
Amazement overspread his full-moon face.
For once his smooth flow of words was

checked.

As Francis turned to go, Hoffman cried
out:

“You'll not throw away twenty thou-
sand dollars?”

No answer eame.
door.

“But, my boy—"

The young man turned, his face white
with rage,

“Don't you dare—you—you hired
briber, call me ‘my boy'!" His voice
shook, and disgust rang in every tone.

The insult left no dent in the smooth
face of Hoffman.

“Don’t be rash,” he persisted;
time to think it over.

“1 am ashamed that [ ever thought of it
for an instant!" Franeis shot out the
words.

Hoffman placed his hand on the boy's
arm,

“Don't touch me!” Thornton's voice
quivered menace. “Take your hand off

Francis was at the

“take

me!" He raised a elenched fist.
Hoffman drew quickly back. “But
look! Look!"” From a safe distance he

waved the check.
Francis closed the door behind him,

ONG the boy sat motionless in his
room, the report before him. un-

touched, The knuckles of his tightly
closed fists pressed hard against his head.
Over and over he asked himsell, “Have 1
been a fool?” And ever through his dis-
tracted thoughts Hoffman's crafty argu-
ments wove their subtle snare in answer.

Would it have been so wrong to dis-
close his recommendation, if thercby his
aet served to upset the plans of men in-
tent on fraud, directors who schemed
against the very stockholders who had
placed them in trust?

But could he be sure that this was true?
Might not all the smooth arguments of
the innocent-looking fat man be but lies
contrived to blind him to dishonor?

Aund the money! Every written word,
each clearly penned figure, on that luring
cheek stood out clearly to stir his over-
wrought imagination. By one word he
could have acquired the earnings of years
of work. What could he not do with
$20,0002  Above all, had he the right 1o
throw away this chance to place his
mother beyond the risk of want?

The longer Franeis thought of what
such a sum could accomplish, the nearer
he came to believing he had acted like
an inexperienced boy.

Perhaps even now it was not too late,
And yet—and yet—what would his grand-
father have advised?

But he would not let his thoughts stray
down that path. His doubts were enough;
memories of the dead added only sadness
to uncertainty. Yet—if he could only
hear his voice for a minute,—an instant,
—as long as it would take to ery out “Yes”
or *No.,"

He walked restlessly about the room.
Then, sitting at his table, he worked in
frantic haste until the report was finished.

Franeis folded the papers; his irreso-
lute hand long held the document. Onee
the envelop was nearly sealed, but at the
end he threw it to the table, an open
temptation still.

B IDNIGHT had dragged slowly past

before sleep came to him.  And then,
as the night air grew chill, some bit of
shrinking woodwork eracked loudly
through the still room. e sat up, in-
stantly awake

“Grandfather!” he called into I]w dark=-
ness, “Grandfather, are you here?”

Slow seconds erept h_\'.

“Cirandfather!” he eried eagerly,
ever | needed you, it is now—now !

Silenee deeper than before followed the
ery. Still he waited—waited until anger
grew where yearning hope had been.

“Fool! Fool!”

Then, as from a great distance a new
thought called—his grandfather's papers!
He sat up quickly. He had had no time
as yet to look them over. He would get
up now and read them. At this time of
night? No!

He lay down again. But the longing
for his grandfather, the wish tc see his
written words, was too strong. A wcond

“if



